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+ ADVERTISEMENT. 


RE was Room to „ before the Re- 
preſentation of the followi aha wy V.., — | 
Subject might appear extravagant end merely ideal; but 
— — of it is —— in ſuch a lively and 
picture ſque Manner the Author of the P. 

and was 2t once ſo univerſally felt by the Audience, that 
all neceſſity of ſaying any thing farther on this Head is 
now entirely ſuperſeded. What at preſent remains to 
be feared, is, that the ce will not make fo lizcly 
+ nbd dr bop bug 4 
in general were allowed to be well performed ; he 
Simon was repreſented with a perfeCtion of folly, where 
the Skill of Mr. Yates exhibited the I of a 
Mind, whoſe Ideas extend very little beyond the mul- 
tiplication Table, and whoſe Paſſions are ever in a crazy 
Conflict, unleſs when they all ſubfice into a ſordid Love 


Opinion of the Piece, until I bave Time 
Depth of it.”—"* Po!” fays another, 
all hi: own, I remember ſome of it in other 
order to aſſiſt the former in his 
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ves, will be pleaſed to remember 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


marked in a note to Mr. Pope's Dunciad) It is @ com- 
** mon, but fooliſh. miffake that a ludicrous Paredy of « 
* grave and celebrated P 9 
9 Nia there is in every Parody, 


„% but where the 1 is transferred from one Objed 10 
« another. funders, 3 dar ryan the Thing imi- 
« tated, but ng, TOs for Inflance, when 

t Oi Edward's 4 beams on Cibber's Breafl. 
6 „ Doubt an Obj „23 — 
« butt thiak, it [ on 

% nor bis Armour, fol puns Cre —, 1 


Bat this is prefacing a Farce as if it were a Thing of 
moment ; I ſhall therefore diſmiſs it to the Prefs, with- 
„except my grateful Ac- 


any 
ledgments favourable Reception 
* the Public . bas honoured the trifling 


| Their moft obliged 


5th Jan. 1756, 
ARTHUR MURPHY. 


4 Line in « ludicreus Account of the C 
6 Nats is Henry the Vi. N 


S reer umn 


PROLOGUE 
Written. by Mr. GARRICK, 
AND 
Spoken by Mr. MURPHY, dreſſed in Black: 


BEHOLD a Wonder for Theatric Story ! 
＋ 3 Anon this Night, appears before ye. 
, ow theſe Boards to thread, 
1 oy ot a bis Imper feftions on bis Flead 1” 
. precede the Piece. in mournful Verſe ; 
ertater:.— wall before the Hearſe. 
3 March may firike the barden'd Mind, 
wake it's feelings —for the Dead—behind. 
Trickt out in 1 Thus Ae their Art, 
To melt that Rock of Rock Critic's Heart. 
Ne acted Fears my Vanity betray ; | 
I am indeed 2 Jo others only play. 
Thus far myſelf ;—The Farce comes next in Vier: 
De many are it's Faults, at leaft 'tis New. 
No ſmugg/ed, pilſer d Scenes from France we 
Tis Engliſh—Engliſh, Sirs from Top to Toe. 
The' Coarſe my Colours, and my Hand 
From real Life my little Cloth is 


Nor Fate could rule, nor bis — e 


A Place there & alas 

Tucelf 11h: SPOU VING-LU —.— 
Where Prentinc'd-Kings—alarm 

There Brutus OP 


Who all the ys 
flalks forth with Id 
Cries out 3 Lin, - 


ee Denmark's Prince—a young T 
43 
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hag of ny ir I read "em ; 
F, — can exceed em. 
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| don't you 
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ACT I SCENE I. 
Enter os” and Sion. 


6 
N* is mand fo Foend, dou' you think to trite | 
with me 1 know you're is the Piet, you Sconndrel, 
and if you don't diſcover all, 1 
— dimen Dear Heart, Sir, dy ef an he— ny an, 
Wingate. Zookers! an whole 
no Account of him far or — 1 2 
— Friend — don't ye u p. eteno 
Simon. Lord, Siz,—you're fo main paſſionate, you 
won't let a Body ſpeak. 3 
Wingate. Speak out then—end don't wuttering 
— What a lubberly Fellow you arc! ba! ba Why 
ſpeak out, you Bluckhexc ? 
Simon. Lord, Sir, to be ſure the Gentleman is a fine 
— ner young Gentleman 
-a-day, Sic,—how ſhould I know any Thing 


. Sirrah, I fay, be could not be Prentice to 
ive io long in one Huuie 


RR CES Ob oy tes 
icht as well call here 
. A Villain, to give his Father all this Trou- 


:—And ſo you have not heard any thing of bim, 
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Simon. Not a Word, Sir, as | hope for Marcy ; thot, 
as ſure as you are there, I believe I can 
come on un. As ſure as 


t 
when 


ow away my Money 
y what Reward, I 
come—ay, but if the 


'D© 2 2 => => => be " of To WW wn * e 


10 | The ArPrRENTICE. 


Enter Gargle. 
. So, Friend Gargle,—Here's a fine Piece of 


. mu t under a pre G. 
. Sir.—He Ar- my e an 
2 but in ſuch a Trim renn Stairs 
judged it to leave hi had 
pared you for bb — — * 
Wingate. Death and Fire! what could put it into the 
Villai a _ 
when to be reading the Bae, 8 
was he poring over Plays, and Farces, and 
Wingate. Ay, that damned l hear the 
Fellow was nothing but a Deerſtealer in Warwichfore : 
— Zookers ! if they had ha bim out of the Way, 
he would not now be the Ruin of honeſt Men's Chil- 
dren.— But what Right had he to read Shakeſpear - 
never read Shakeſpear /—Wounds! I caught the Raf 


cal, myſelf, reading that nonſenſical Play of Hamlet, | 


where the Prince is keeping y with Strollers 
and V : A hne ple, Mr. le | —— 

Gargle. His Diſorder is of the malignant Kind. and 
wy Daughter has taken the Infection from hin—olck 
my Heart She was as innocent as Water-gruel, tilt 
w her :—1 found her, the other Night ia the 
very Fact. | 


; 28 ſay ſo!—caught her } 


in the 
34 Ay, in the very FaQ of reading a Play-book 


Wi O, is that the Fact you mean ?- -is that 
all Pot that's bad enough. 
Madam :—l 


Gargle. But | bave done for 
have Gade her to ber Room, 2. up all her 


3. : 
Wingate. Look Fiiend Gargle, I'll never fee the 
— 2 22 follow his Noſe and bite the 
Gargle. Lenitives, Mr. Wingate, —l enitives are pro- 
peret at preſent His Habit requires gentle Alters- 

tives: 
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Time paſt, he could not converſe in the 


— —dä—— 


with Wits, and be damned to em for Wit 
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Harſh — do think 
him a Scoundrel, if ] had not a for 
hear me call a Stranger a Scoundrel. 
Sir, he may till do very well, the Boy 
Sentiments. 


ntiment !—a Fig for Sentiment ! let him 
„ and never miſs an unity—I never 
nity ; got up at Five in the Morning, 
— ſtruck a Light, - made my own Fire—worked my Fin- 
get End: and this Vagabond of a Fellow is going his 
own Way—with all my Heart—what care I?—let him 
follow his Noſe,--let him follow his Noſe—a ridiculous— 

Gargle. Ay, oo —— > 6 


Gargle. 


— 


common Senſe. Ask him but a trivial Queſtion, and 
I IIe 
that been runving in his Head, and fo there's no 
underſtanding a Word he ay 

Wingate. s! this comes of his i 


! haſ— 
Wits! a fine Thing indeed ha! ha! Its the moſt beg- 
garly, raſcally,—contewptible Thing on Earth. 

Gargle. And thea, Sir, I have found out that he went 
three Times a Week to a tiog-Club = 
1 — © Friend Gargle /—what's - 
1 ti 

Segk. A meeting of 'Prentices and Clerks and i 
dy young Men, intoxicated with Plays ; and fo 
meet in Public Houſes to ad z there they 
Buſineſs, deſpiſe the Advice of their Friends, 
and think of nothing but to become Afors.com— 
Wingate. You don't ſay fo!——a ubſ— 


12 The Arraswriex. 
— Sdeath, you're as mad yourſelf as any of 


Gargle. And continuing to run in the ſame DuQ. 
\ Fingete. Ducks! Dana your Ducks !—Who's below 


and 


Dick. 

good Father, what's the Matter?“ 
have been upon your Tu- 
?—You have had Frolic ?—Look- 

young | not put in a Paſſion: 
Bus, yup vo ny en x have 

to me in this Manner ?—do you think I muſt 
in Love with your Face, becauſe I am your Father?-- 
Dick. 111 —— 
- Ha! ha !---what a pretty Figure you cut 
now ?-—ha ! ha f---why don't you 
bead? have ing to ſay for 


yourſelf 


ye in your 
!---you'll have em knocked out of the 
Sockets with withered I tell you fo.-- 
Dick. A Critick too! [ſwhifhs] Well old 
Wingate. 


® Hamlet. 
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Wingate. Look-ye, young Man- take Notice of what 
I fay :—I made my own Fortune, and I could do the 
fame again. Wounds !—if I were at the Bottom 
of Chancery-Lane, with a Bruſh and Black-ball.—— d 
make my own Fortune again—you read Shakeſpear /— 
Get Cocker's Arithmetic —you may buy it for a Shilling 
5 — 

Dick. Pretty well, that i ith ſ— 
gy oye 

Wingate. you tell now much is Eighths 
three Sixteenths of a Pound? —Five Eighths of ww 
Sixteenths of a Pound—Ay, ay, I fee you ate a Block- 
1 my ener 
thrive in this World, ſtudy Figures make yourſelf 
X ud artuttc ten 
Dick. How weary, 8 
to me all the Uſes of this World !—— * 


3 of 
N Iſrael, what a Treaſute 


2 


4. * They fool me to the Top of my Bent. Gad, 
Tu hum em, to get rid of 'em,—a truant Diſpoſition, 
good my RINGS flay, 22 right I ha ve 
a better Speech. t 13 as you we are 
* 
are z and yet the very next Min 
e ruſh again into the very fame Abſardities.%=— 
Wingate. Well ſaid Lad, well faid—mind me Friend : 
ing our own Paſſions, and artfully taking Ad - 
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Wingate. If you want any Thing, you ſhall be pro- 
— FL 


and hoks e ve it — 
at to 
and pf py 2, at per win 


uſeful the futur 
Dick. * Elſe, wherefore breathe I in a Ch ĩſtian Land 
Wingate. Zoobers ! you Blockbead, you'd better ſtick 


to yous Buſineſs, than turn Buffoon, and get Truncbe- | 


ons broke upon your Arm, and be tumbling upon Car- 


Pl Dick. + 1 fhall in all wy bet obey you. Sir 

Wingate. — Fiiend —vety well faid—you 
ay if you pleaſe; 2nd © Fl ſay u man 
to you, but make yourſelf uſeful, and fo now go and 
clean yourſelf, and make to go Home to your By- 
fineſs—and mind me young me ſee no more 
Play. books, and let me never ind that you wear a lacu 


3 Scoundrel, what have to 
Wear a Waiſtcoat ?—I — lac'd Wall. 
coat — never wore one till I was Forty But I'll got put 


myſelf in « paſſion—go and change Dreſs, Friend. 
Dick. I ſhall, Sir 28 
+ I muſt be cruel, anly to be kind, 
Thus bad begins, but worſe remains behiad. 
Cacker's whoa, =p = A 

_—_— Ay, Cecher's Arithmetic——ftudy Figures, 
— carry you through the World 


„Gig a Laugh) Cocker's Arichme- 
[Exit. 


F 
Wingate and Gargle. 
Wingate. Let him mind me, Friend Gargle, and In 
make a Man of him. 


Gorge. A — you know the World —The 
Man will.do r 
Time, he ſhall 


then have my 
Wingate 
pr curing wy my Life.—l muſt keep a 


. Yes, ber Ill touch the Caſh—he bart be- 

Hand over 

Goes Je the Door. Do ye hear, Friend !—Miad 

—I> 2nd go home to your Buſineſs immediately 
Friend Gargle, Vil make a Man of him. 


* Richard III. + Hamlet. 


boar r 


rene reer 
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p Dick. (mn on Achmet F—Did not Barbarofſa 
me here 

| What's the matter now ?— — 

wounds l— what's Barofſa F—does the Fellow call me 

Names ?—what makes the Blockhead ſtand in ſuch Con- 


Simon, Huſh ! 


e 
* Barbareſſa. 


16 The Arran ricx. O 

ſo + Sconndrel, Raſcal—Let him bite ti Bride 
Six Times Twelve is Seventy-two”—all's ſafe Man, 
never feat him. Do you ſtand here—l ſhall diſpatch 
this Buſineſs in a Crack. 


Simon. Bleſſings. on him! what is he about now? 
why the Door is locked, Maſter. 

Dich. Ay, but I can eaſily force the Lock—you ſhall 
ſee me Cv it as well as any Sir John Brute of em all 
this riphc Leg here is the beſt Lockſmith in England 
o. ſo. forces the Door and goes in.] 

$imon. He's at his Plays again—Odds my Heart, he: 
2 rare Hond—he'll go through with it, I'll warrant him 
— Old C. jer muſt not ſmoke that I have any Concern— 
I muſt he maio cautious—Lotd bleſs bis Heart, he's to 
teach me to act Scrub. —He begun with me 
and] pt as far as the Jeſuit before a went out of "Town: 
 —* Sctub- Coming, Sir—Loid, Ma'am, I've a whole 
Packet full of New — ſome ſay one Thing and ſome 
« 'fay another : but, for my Part, Mam I believe 
« he's a Icſuit“ that's main pleaſant—** 7 Lelieve be's 


„ @ Jeſuit.” 
Re-enter Dick. 
Dick. I I have done the Decd—Didi thou not beat 
a Noile? 


Simon. No maſter ; we're all ſaug. — 
Dick. This Coat will do charmingly—1 hare bilked 
the old Fellow nicely.—t la a dark Corner of his Cabi- 
net, I found this Paper ; what it is the Light will ſbew. 
] promiſe to pay—ha! 
. I promiſe to 1 
n iet more Ihe Sum 
of ſeven Pounds ſoutteen Snillings and Seven-pence, 
Value received, by me 


follow bi. Name ſhould toliov. but 'tis torn off —be- 

cauſe the Note is paid. 

Simon O Lud! Dear Sir, you'll 
ou 


were well out of the Houſe—OQOur Way, Maſter, 
is to make off direQtly.—— 6 
Dick. I will, I will; but firſt Lelp me on with this 


Cout 
* Stratagem. + Mackbeth, { Mourning Bride. 


* 


London this 1 5th June, 1755 — Tis wanting what ſhould 
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Cont—Simon 


you hall be 


y behind 


OLud! 


Drefſer—you'll be fine 


the Scenes 


111 


—— HD—H—D— 


_ 


ih 


i, 
127 


— 


11 
＋ 
ift 


CIC 


open the Street- 


— 
ory F 


| Sow pou in a Crack. 


to ſerve 


thyſelf— 


„claim thou of me the Care o'th* Ward- 


you, 


27 To Eve 


look ye, Simeon, when 


for 


"= _ all thoſe 


Dick. A Teſter |— That's 
Maſter Matthew, let's fee it. 


ſomething of the leaſt, . 


18 The Arraswrien. 
over a Peſtle and Mortar, or mew me up in 
with an Alligator ſtuft, and a beggarly Account 
of Boxes !—to be culling Simples, and conſtant- 
| I addin to the Bills of Mortality.— No! no! It will 
much better to be paſted up in Capitals, The Part of 
Romeo by a Gentleman who never on any 
i—My ambition fires at the Thought—But 
mayn't | run ſome — 
—Hifſed,—Pelted, —laughed at,—not admitted into 
Green-Room—that will never do * Down buſy 
Devil, down, down.—Try it again.— Loved by the 
Women, envied by the Men, applauded by the Pit, 
by the Gallery, admired by the Boxes. © Dent 
6 is not he a charming Creature.“ My Lord, 
% don't you like him of all Thiogs ”—* Makes Love 
« like an L,”—+ What an Eye he bas?” —* fine 
« Legs!" —"* PII certainly go to his Benefit.” —Celeftial 
Sounds! — And then II get in with all the Painters, and 
have myſelf put up in every Print-Shop—in the Cha- 
racter of Mackbeth ! This is a ſorry fight.” (and an 
Attitude.) In the CharaQter of Richard (Give me n 
ther Horſe, bind up my Wounds )—this will do raseh 
and then I have a Chance of getting well married—0 
qv Thought — By Heaven] will enjoy it, though 
t in Fancy But what's o'Clock ?—it mutt be almo 
nine. III away at once, this is Club- night. 
Tul go to em for a while — the Spouters are all 
tle think Pm in 'Town—they'l] be ſurprized to fee 
me Off ” ard then for my Aſſignation with uu 
Maſte: Gargle's Daughter Poor Charlotte 
lock'd up, I hall find Means to ſettle Matters for 
her Eſcape— he's a pretty Theatrical Genius —lf the 
flies to my Arms like a Hawk to its Perch, it will beſo 
rare an Adventure, and fo Dramatic an Incident ;— 


Limbs do your Office, and ſupport me well; 
1 then fail me if you can. 


* Venice Preſers'd t Tamerlane. 5 The Orphan. 


ACT. 
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Lene diſcovers the Spouting-Club 
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a CT HR SCCHEMS LI 
roaring out Bravo, while one flands at a Diflance re- 
peating. 


18. Member. FNURSD be Senate, curs'd 


The Curſe of — Factions, and Diviſions 
Still vex your Councils. ® 

24. Memb. Don't you think this Action a little confin'd? 

if. Memb. Plha! you Blockhead, don't you know 


24. Memb. Blockhead ſay ye? 
took compaſſion on you, when you lay like a ſneaki 
Fellow under the Counter, and your Maft 
Shop in the Morning ; when you read nothi 
Young Man's Pocket Companion, or the True Clerks Vede 
_ : did not | put Chrononbothenthologes in your 

nd . 

1 let us have 88 

re 1 „Gentlemen, let us no 
Conſider Gentlemen, this is the Honourable Society of 
Spouters, and ſo to put an end to all Animoſities, read 
the ſeventh Rule of this Society. | 

A Member reads. 


that I'm in Chains? 


* Nur, Qorli the Stage, in ſdight © 
That is not the Rule | mean but come, 
t we'll fill a Meaſure the Table '0und—now good Di- 


bellen wait on Appetite, and Health on both. 


All. Huzza, buzza, huzza. 


Preſident. Come Gentlemen, let us have no Quarrels. 
k All. Huzza, huzza. -p . 


Scotchm. Come now Il. gee you a touch of Meckbeerb. 
1}. Memb. That will be rare, come let's have it 
| Tcorchman. 


® Venice Preſere/'d. t Mackbeth, 
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f—— what is't ye do ? 
He! the Geaius come to Town—Huzza! bu» 
2a /=—the Genius | 
a 7 How fare the honeſt Partners of my Heart ?— 
Br nn 
come, the News, the News of the Town {-—has 
ing been Damned 7 any new this Winter? 
if. Memb. You ſhall know all in good Time.—but 


- „Ii 
my Way but my Friend Catcall, « devilidh good Cri 


ü nc 
* Mackbeth. 1 Sufpiftus Huſband, 3 Richard Ul. 


To @ wu nn — oi y us 


TB att T-.Ppe = 


it : But who ſhould I meet is 


S 


. 


| bot know but Id be frightened when every Thing is in n 
Hub-bub, and nothing to be heard, but Throw him 
with bim"—" of, of the 


lriſÞ@man. Artah, wy Dear, but what is the fame 
ph now ? 


i tak e my Shou 


you 
— — What 're for being 
wovld not matter you Soon iiee of 6 Fitdormomee 
Dick. Nay, prithee, no Offence—I hope we ſhall be 
Brother $ 


yers. 
Iri = Ow ! then we'd be very good Friends; for 
jon know two of a Trade can never my Dear. 


Scotchman. Locke is certainly reet in. bis Chapter 
aboot innate Ideas; for this Mon is born without any 


at all—and the other Mon yonder, I doot, is no great 


Heed-Piece. 
Dick. What do intend to in? 
Iribnan. Ot „ my Dear, me alone; 


ſee how I'll Bodder em Tho by my Shoul, m does 


* ber — ger — 
„e won't y' be” 7 avon't 
* y ba' ſome Nonpareills.”—Ow !—but may be the dear 
Craturs in the Boxes will be lucking at wy 1 
to be ſupe Devil burn the Luck chey'll give em 

Dick. I yl! certainly laugh in the Fellow's Face. — 


Dear —may- be I'd ſee a little round Face from. Dublin 
in the Pit, may-be I wou'd ; but then, nm 
* Every Man in bis Humour, ® | 

$ By Miftake for the Epithet. t Stratagem. 


never mind it let me alone, my * 
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| ler, nnd tranſlate Cornelins Tacitus, or Gretius de 


Belli.-—and fo, Gentlemen, your 
All. Haza Huzza ! 
2 * We'll ſcower the Watch -—Conſußon to Mo- 


' oe = 


lriſbnen | Ty my Shoul, myth did aat care if I had 


a Wife, with a good Fortune, to be me from 
on---But no marter---] may meet with a willing 
2tur ſome w het [Exit ſingiag. 


All. Huzza, Huna! 
SCENF, a Steer. 

A + 4 | 

11 at this Trade 

three Ni in the Week, [ —— 


cloudy a 

All A 
Watchman. What in the Name of Wonder are they 
all ar? a 

Hurra, Hurra. (without. Enter the 
Dick r 
iff Memb. 7 By Heavens I'll tear you Joint by Joint, 
and ſtrew this hungry Church-yard with your Limbs. 
Dick. At Avant, and quit my — Bones are 
merrowleſs---There's no Speculation in thoſe Eyes, 
that thou doſt glare withal. 

Watchman. 


[Exeunt. 


vcd thy Loeb Longreny 9 and my firm 
Nerves ſhall never tremble.—— 
 Waichman Soho! Soho! 


Enter toy —- Parts, Jane drank ome eng 


. Watchman. Here ace the Difturbers of the Peace 
i char em ll. 
Dick. I Unmanner'd Slave, advance 
higher than wy Breaſt, or by St. Paul, pore Sette 


M-<- - Frys t Romeo. 
th. Much abeut Nothing. 
| Richard. .v 


. 1 
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down, and ſpurn thee, , for this Iaſolence 
[They fight. D Dick is Inch d down. Exeunt Watchmen 


2% 7 2 

Eſcape now——0O | am Fortune's F 
K toc. 

Watchman. Come, bri 

2d. Mem, t I am unfortunate, but not aſham'd of 


1 em along. [Exeunt. 
: SCENE, 1 2 i 
Enter Dick, ns) hy px OY 

AlFs quiet here ; the Coaſt's clear now for my 

Adventure with Charlotte-——this Ladder will do rately 

for the Buſiceſs---tho' it would be better, if it werea 

r have not I ſeen fone 

thing like this on the rage ? yes yes I have in ſome of the 

Entertaioments=——Ay, I cemenber an Apothecary, 

and hereabout he dwells—this is wy Maſter Fa 

Shop it ſhut---what ho 


dark the 
. breaks thro? — 2 


. 


Window It is the Eaſt, and is the Sun, wiſe -| 
fair Sun, c. 
Charkite. Who's there? my Romeo ? 


59 FSS 8 -n = 


Dick She Game ay Lace, Þ if it not thee diſpleaſe.-- 
— Huſh ! not fo loud, you'll waken my Fr 


"mL, w-5 


1 Chide not my Fair, Code God of Love 

ae Heart. —— 

te am a livi you'll ruin every 

thing ; be but quiet, 2. to you [ Going. 
Dick. No, no, not fo ſait---Cherkrte---let us act the 
Charlotte. A Fiddleſtick for the Garden.Scene — 


- Dick. Nay, then Fil ad Ranger——up I go, Neck 
— 
enough to frighten s 


Charlotte. Dear Heart, you're 
' body out of one's Wirs— Don't come up—1 * 


* Romeo. Revenge. I Orconoko. I Fair Penitent. 
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Watch. Paſt Six o'Clack, a cloudy Morning — 
Charlotte. It comes nearer and nearer ; let us make of 

Dick. Give us your Hand then—my pretty little Ad- 
c_ you. a 
® Yes, Charlotte, we w together, 

T he to the Theatre we'll * 4 

There to their raviſh'd Eyes our Skill we'll ſhew, 

And point new Beauties to the Pit below. 

Simon. Heaven's bleſs the Couple of em; but mum! 

[Exit, and ſbuts the Door after bin 


Enter Bailiff and his Follower. 

Bailiff. That's he yonder, as ſure as you're alive= 

Follower. No, no, that an't he—that one wears a laced 
Coat—tho' I can't fay—as ſure as a Gun, it is he— 
Way and ſtop at the Bottom of Catherine-flreet ; Pll 
1 yt and between us both, iz will be och 

Enter Watchman. 

Watch. Paſt Six Clock and a cloudy ing.— 
Window ?——1 muſt alarm the Family—-Ho! Maſter 
Gargle ——— 
dow to be open ?--ha !--a Ladder !--Who's below there? 

Watth. I hope you ant robb'd, Maſter he f—— 

ear this is ſome of that young Dog's Tricks- 
Take away the Ladder; I muſt enquice into all this. [Ex. 


Ay, it is—and he has been about ſome Miſchief here. 
Bailiff. Ay, 1 ed him at once Do you run that 
we miſs bim. [E:xeunt. 

Hey-day! what's here, = Ladder, at Mafter 

| Gargle above. What's the Matter? how comes this Win- 
* ele my Rounds, I found your Window open. 
Enter Simon, like Scrub. 


Simon f Thieves! Murder! Thieves! Popery | | 


may” 
hap I may come to ha the wort ont. [ob Uh 


Watch. What's the Matter with the Fellow ? 
Simon. Spare all I have, and take my Life—— 
Watch. Any Miſchief io the Houſe ? + 
Simon. They broke in with Fire and Sword—theyl 
de here this — and forty—tbis vill = 
| 5—“ my young Maſter taught me this.” 
Watch. W hat 7 there Thieves in the Houſe — 
Simon. With Sword and Piitol, Sir, Five and forty. 
Watch. Nay then it's Time for me to go,—for 


Knocks at the Dev. | 


* 
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Enter Gargle. 
Gargle. Dear Heart ! dear t !—ſhe's gone, ſhe's 
y Davghter! my Daughter !—what's the Fel- 
b in ſuch a Fright for? 

Simon. Down on your Knees—down on your Mar- 
row bone: — (this will make him think | know nothing of 
the Matter—Bleſs his Heart for teaching me)—Down 
on your Marrowbones. 

Garg/e. Get up, you Fool, get up—Dear Heart, I'm 
all in a Fermentation. 

Enter Wingate, a News Paper. 

Wingate. ** Wanted on Security, Five Hundred 
« Pounds, for which lawful Intereſt will be given, and 
« a good Præmiem allowed: Whoever this may ſuit, 
« Enquire for S. T. at the Crown and Rolls in 
% Lane.” — This may be worth looking after. —P'll have 
a good Præmium—If the Fellow's a Fool, Il fix my 
Eye on kim—Other People's Follies are an Eſtate to 
the Man that knows how to make himſelf uſeful. —So, 


Friend Gargle, —you're up caily, I ſee—nothing like 
— =cncting to be gee by dying in Bod, ea 


lubberly Fellow. What's the Matter with you=-ha ! 
ha! you look like a—ha! ba 


Gergle. O--no Wonder—my Daughter, m 1 
all ingate. Your Daughter !/—what eber 2 Profit 
Gargle. Oh dear Heart! dear Heatt out of the 

Window. . 
Wingate. Fallen out of the Window! —well, ſhe was 
a Woman, and it's no matter—if ſhe's dead, ſhe's pro- 
vided for—Here, | found the Book could not meet with 
ſe laſt Night—Here it is—there's more Senſe in it, than 
in all their Macberbs and their Trumpery [reads) Cocker's 
Arithmetick—look ye here now, Friend Gargle,—ſup- 
pole you have the fixteenth Part of a Ship, and | buy 
one fifth of you, what Share of the Ship do | buy? 

Gargle. Oh dear, Sir, it's a — Caſe. 

Wingate. A welaacholy Caſe indeed to be ſo ignorant 
—wiy tbould not a Man know every thing? One Fifth 
of one Sixteenth, what Part have I of the whole? 
Let me fee—T'll do it a ſhort Way. 
Gargle. Loſt beyond Redemption. 
Wingate. Zookens, be —_ Man, you put me out— 
2 ſeven 
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ſeven Times Seven is Forty nine, and fix Times Twelee 
is Seventy-two,—and—3nd--and--a--Here, Friend Gargl,, 
take the Book and give it that Scoundrel of a Fellow. 

Gargle. Lord, Sir, Hes returned to his Tricks... 

1 to his Tricks I— What, — broke 

again 

Gargle. Ay. and carried off my Daughter with him... 

Wingate. Cart ied off your Daughter —How did the 
Raſcal conttive that? 

Gargle. Oh, dest Sir, —the Watch alarmed us x 
while ago, and I found a Ladder at the Window fol 
iuppoſe my young Madam made her Eſcape that Way 
Wingate. Wounds | what Buſineſs bad the Fellow 
with your q= 1 

Gargle. I wilh I had never taken him into my Houſe 
—He way debauch the Girl. 

* And ſu he does ſhe's a Woman, an 
the? ! ha! Friend Gargle, ba! ba! 

Gargle. Dear Sir, how can you talk thus to a Man 
diſtracted ? 

Wingate Il never ſee the Fellow's Face. 

Simon. Secrets ! Secrets l 

Wingate What are you in the Secret, Friend? 

Simon. To be ſure, there be Secrets in all Families— 
but, for my Part Fil not ſpeak a Word pro or con, till 
there's a Peace. | 

Wingate. You won't ſpeak, Sirrah —IIl make you 


en nothing of this Numſkull ? 


ho, I Sir ?—He came bome laſt Night from 


your Houſe, and went out again direQly. 

Wingate. You ſaw him then. 

Simon. Yes Sir.—ſaw bim to be ſure, Sit he made 
me open the Door for him——he ſtop'd on the 
Treſhold, and pointed at one of the Clouds, and aſked 
me if it was not like an Ouze/? + 

Like an Ouze/?-—wounds ! very oy wy 

Gargle. And the you came in 
of Night to fleal —— — —— A 

Wingate. Fl tell you what Friend le—T'V thiak 
no more of the Fellow—let him bite the Bridle—Pll go 

| 48 and not miſs an Opportunity. _ 

Gargle. Good now Mr. Wingate, don't leave me in this 
Affliction.-conſider when the animal Spirits are — — 
A tratagem. + Hamlet. yed 
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employed, the whole Syſtem's exhilerated, a 
Circulation in the — DuQs or Capillary Veſes. 

Wingate. Look ye there now—the Fellow's at his 
Ducks again, ha! ba! 
. But when the Spirits are under Influence. 
Wingate. Ha ! ha! what a fine Fellow you are now ? 
—you're as mad with youre Phyſical Nonſenſe, as my 
Son with his Shakeſpear and Ben T, 

Garg/e. Dear Sir, let us go in queſt of him—he ſhall 


| be well Phlebotomized, and for the future I'll keep his 


Solids and Fluids in e 
Wingate. Don't tell me of 
never be folid—and fo I'll 


Balance. 
your Solids—]I tell you heil 


go and mind my Buſineſs let 
me ſee where is this Chap read] ay, ay, at the Crowa 
and Rolls - good ing Friend le—doa't plague 
ſeifabout the Nami fredy Factions Man : Felge 
— will carry you thro the World, Arithmetical 


ng. 
Wingate. Who are you —_—_—_— you — 
1 Gargi here? 

Gargle. Yes—who wants him ? 

Porter. Here's a Letter for you. 

Gargle. Let me ſee it. O dear Heart !—(reads) To 
Mr. Gargle, at the Pefile and Mortar —'Slidikins, this 
is a Letter from that unfortunate young Fellow. 

Wingate. Let me ſee it Gargle. 

Garg/e. A Moments Patience Mr. Wingate, and 
this may unravel all—(reads)—Poor Man !—his 
Brain is certainly turned · I can't make or Tale of it. 

Wingate. Ha ! ba!—you ate a pretty Fellow—give 
it me an——FY meoke it cut for you-—"ile bis Shad fhve 
W (reads) 

o Mr. Gargle, toc. 

* Moft potent. Grabe and Reverend Doctor. my very 
* noble and approved good Maſter, that I have ta en away 
« your Daughter it is moſt true, true I will marry ber ; F— 
* 'tis true 'tis Pity, and Pity tis, tis true''—W hat in the 
name of Common Senſe is all this? * have done your 
* Shop ſome Service, and you know it, 10 mare of that— 
op 1 yet [| could wiſh, hat «ct this Tins 1 ent; ot perm Ns 
W et tan CITI OS 8 
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ing d 
eb Li overtake occafion paſt.” ov 
ſion paſt ! Time cod Tide wake for no Man.oome 
Countries ever. R. Wingate.” 
Mad as a March Hare! I have done with him—let him 
bag” Shoe pinches, a crack-brained Numſkull! 
An't L I fancys the Gentleman is 
1 himſelf—be took hold un me here by the 
Coller, and called me Villain + and bid me prove hit 
Wife a Whore—Lord help him, I never ſee'd the Ges- 
' tleman's Spouſe in my born Days before. 
Gargle. hs Ge whh dic now ? 
Porter. | believe ſo There is a likely young Wo- 
man with him all ia Tears. 
Gargle. My Daughter to be ſute 
Wingate. Car the ellow go and be hang d Wounds! 
I would not go the Length of my Arm to fave the Vil- 
lain from the Gallows, en 
he gave you this Letter? 
er. I fancy, Matter, the Gentleman's under Trou- 
bles—-! brou 44D. ons 


in Grays-Inn-Lane. 
17 _ Let bim lie there, | - APSR 


OF K .— 
= Do my dear Sir, 8 

Wingate. No, not |, let him ſta his it is to 
have a Genius—— ha! ba!—a Genius !—ba! ha !—z 
eee ba! (Exit, 


Gargle. Poor Man! be has certainly a Fever on his 
Spirits do you ſep in with me Man, till I flip 


on my Coat, and then I'll go after this unfortunate Boy, 


Porter. Yes, Sir, it's ia Grays-Inn-Lane. Zeus. 
Scene a Spunging-Houſe, Dick and % Bailif at a Table, and 

Chariotte fitting in à diſconſalate Manner by bim. 

Bailiff. Here's wy Service to you young Gentleman 
Don't be uacaly—! nc Debt is not much—— why d 

Diel. !:cauſe $ Captivity has. robb'd me of a jul 
and dear Diverbon. 

Bailiff. Never look ſulky at me — I never uſe any 
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Body ill-—Come, it has been many a good Man's Lot. 
— Here's my Service to you ut we've no Liquor —— 
come, we'll have Yother Bow 1. 
Dick. * I've now not fifty Ducats in the World 
wn 3 or bag fone oh oe | rs 
Bail. What do you you've fifty Shillings, I hope.-- 
Dick. * Now thank y fone Pm not worth a Groat. 
Bailiff. Then there's no Credit here, | can tell you that 
— you muſt get Bail, or go to c —who do you 
think is to pay 1 —— You ſee your 
Friends won't come near 've ali —4 tn in 
the old Cant." Toe promiſed my Wife never to be Bail 
== Bady ;"—01 © Foe ſwern not to do it '—or 74 
you the Money if I bad it, but defire to te excuſed 
— . ”.- The Porter you juſt now ſent, 
will bring the ſame Anſwer, ] warrant—dSuch Poverty- 
firuck Devils as you ſhan't ftay in my Houſe—yeu ſhall 
re coming I can 7 you that— 1, at * | 
coming, I am coming—— lodge you in . 
| prowiſe you before Night, — not worth a 
— 're a fine Fellow to ſtay in a Man's Houſe. 
— You ſhall go to Qued. [Exit. 
Dick. Das clear up, , Charlotte, never mind this—come, 
now--let us ad the Priſon Scene in the Mourning-Briide-- 
Charktte. How can you think of acting 
when we're in ſuch Diſtreſs ? —— 
Dick. Nay, but my dear Angel. 
o ingate and Gargle. 
. Huſh! Do, dear Sir, let us liften to him 
I dare ay he 
Wingate. Wounds !—what Cloaths are thoſe the Fel- 
low has on ?--Zookers, the Scoundrel has robbed me — 
Dick. Come, now we'll ptactice an Attitude—How 
many of em have you ?—-— 
Charlotte. Let me ſee--one--two—three—and then in 
the fourth Act, and then—O Gemini I have ten at le it. 
Dick. That will do fwimmingly--I've a round Dozen - 
ſelf--Come now begin you Lacy me died, nod | rhink 
the ſame of you=—now mind. — They fand in Attitudes. 
Wingate. Only mind the Villain. — 
Dick. O thou ſoft fleeting Form of Lindamira — 
Charlette.. q Illufire Shade of my beloved Lord! 


Dick. 
* Venice Preſer d. q Romeo. 
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Dick. 1 ſhe yon and we 1 be happy. 
Wingate. You lye illain, you ſhan't be happy. 
Dick. Cen the 3 . Perdition carch bim dow 

(on ition Cat A 
the Chanee is thine — 


2 So my young Madam I've found in, 
Dick. + Capulet forbear ; Paris let looſe your Held = 
She is my Wife—our Hearts are twined together. 

Wingate Sirrab! Villain! I'll break every Bone in 
your Body. [Strikes. 

Dick. + Parents have flinty Hearts, no Tears can 
move 'em : — 1 wretched. — 
Wingate. ad, Villain ; of 
the Ground ah wel 

Dick. It's a Pity there are no Scene-drawers to lift me. 

Wingate. A Scoundrel to rob your Father; you Raf- 
cal Ive a Mind to break your Head. 

Dick. 3 What, like this? [Takes of bis Wig, and 

two Patches on bis Head.) 

Wingate. It's mighty we!l, young Man—Zookers! I 
made my own Fortune; and I'll take a Boy out of the 
Blue-coat-Heoſpital, and give him all I have.—Look-ye 
here, Friend Gargi Lou know I'm not a hard-heartcd 
Man The Scoundrel, you know, has.robbed me; fo, dye 
ſee, I won't hang him. I'll only tranſport the Fellow— 
And fo, Mr. Catchpole,—you may take him to Newgate. 

Gargle. Well but, dear Sir, you know I always in- 
tended to marry my Daughter into your Family; and if 
you let the young Man be ruined, my Money mult all 
go into another — 

Wingate. How's that 7—into another Channel 
Mutt not loſe the handling of his Money W. by, I told 
yau, Friend Gargle, I'm not a hard-hearted Man. 

Gargle. Why no, Sir—but your Paſſions —However, 
it you will but make the young Gentleman ſerve out the 
Year of his Apprenticeſhip, you know [| ſhall be 
giving over, and I may put him into all my Praftice. — 

Wi Ha! hal—Why—if the Blockhead would 
but get as many crabbed phyſical Words from Hyppocri- 
tes and Allen, as he has from his nonſenſical Truwpery, 
— ha! ha! don't know between you and I, but he 
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Dick. * Avd muſt I leave thee, Juliet ? 
Charlotte Nay, but, priihee now have done with 
your Speeches Von fee we are brought to the laſt Diſ- 
treſs. and fo vou had better make it up. ol POR 
Dick. Why for you're Sake, my Dear, I could almoſt 
Wingate. You'll ſettle your Money on your Daughter? 
— You know it was always my lutention. 
. I muſt not let the Caſh Gp theo' — 
1 Look-ye here, young Man—1 am the beſt-na- 
— I World—How came this Debt, Friend? 
Bailiff. The gentleman gave his Note at Brifo/, I un- 
derftands, w heie he boarded—'tis but twenty Pounds. — 
__— Twenty Pounds! Well, why don't you ſend 
your Friend Shateſpear now to bail you——ha! ha! [ 


hold like to fee Shoteſpeay Bail—ba ! hat—Mr. 
Catchpole, will you take KI of Ben Thowpſon, and 
Shakeſpear and 


1 — TE code 
Dick. t You do not come to mock my Miſeries ? 
c_ „ you'll ſpoil all Let me 

your Digeſtion 

Dick. { Throw Phyſic to the Dogs PII none of it— 
Charlotte. Nay, but dear Dick for my fake—— 
Wingate. What ſays be, Gargle? 
Gargle. 2882 I 
Wi s right re right—and 

if you err — ap Felntd 

here, will make a Man of you—Woeunds! you'll have 

R000 e 

„ and you mind your Buſineſs, and 

to my little Charlotte, danke mee Ghotitinr 
in my old Da — you ſhall have all mine too 


Dick — will do rarely, TOE 

go to the Play as often as we pleaſe —— 
Charlotte. O Gemini, it will be the pureſt 
the World, bps df ond, yet 
& > aid | 
, and that will be a hundred Times in a Sea- 
era 
at 


* Romes. 1 Mourning Bride. $ Macbeth. 
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at the End—* Sir, free me fo far in your moſt generous 

Thoughts, that I have ſhot my Arrow o'er the Houſe 

and hurt my Brother —— 

— What do you ſay, Friend ? 
. Nay, but prithee now do it in plain Egli. 

Dick. Well, well, I will-- He knows nothing of Me- 

taphorz—Sir, you ſhall find for the future, that we'll 

both endeavour to give you all the Satisfaction in our 


to twenty Pounds !/—give you twenty P 
was obliged to my Family for twenty Pounds—but Pl 
uy no _— Kerne 
orid, make yourſelf uſeful is the Golden Rule. 
Dick. dear Charlotte, as you are to be my Re- 
ward, I be a new Man. 
Cbarlatte. Well, now I ſhall ſee how much you love me. 
Dich. It ſhal! be my Study tu deſerve you—acd fince 
we don't go on the Stage, it's ſome Comfort that the 
— a Stage, and all the Men and Women merely . 
. 


EPILOGUE 


Written by a FRIEND. 


A N D 
Spoken by Mrs. CLIVE. 


[Enters reading the Play-Bill.] 


Very pretty Bill, — as I'm alive ! 
A The Far — Mrs. Clive ! 
i572 —— — wow 
thought c not ſpout. 
Malice and Envy to the laſt Degree 
1 
— 
dreſs'd in and Face in Maſquerade ; 
of þ 3 Fo dflag/! of 3 


Poor Soul !—this canting 
Unleſs, jo he Bp . K ee, 
Pa or papaya xy rt on 
your Applauſe to Joy convert bis Fear, 
As Pallas turns to feaft—Lardella's Bier; 
Yet , have a better Scheme by balf 
W 
1 could have ſewn him, had be been inclin'd, 
rung fume of te Female nd 
a Millener in Row, 


— ic d, and nobly built for Shew, 
Whe, when in Rage. fealds at Sue and Sarah, 
Damn'd. Dama'd ! thinks fbe's more than 


Zara. 


She 
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